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Broken 

 

She sat in my office, the tears pouring down her cheeks, her body wracked with sobs. 

Years before she had been going through a difficult period in her life & her husband had not been there for her. 

Her loneliness had been so intense that she had found herself in the arms of another man. 

He had been her long-time friend.  He was also married, with children. 

Apparently her loneliness struck a sympathetic chord in him, and they had found solace in each other.   

In fact, the healing power in their relationship  

 had given them the strength they needed to stay in their marriages.  

They were both more loving towards their spouses. 

 He was a more patient father; she had become a loving mother of two beautiful children. 

And then, her husband had found out about the affair 

 and when he realized how long it had been going on, demanded DNA tests of the children. 

The devastation he felt when he discovered they weren’t his was crippling. 

With the chance discovery of the affair, the lives of both couples and their children had been utterly shattered. 

 

There was a part of me that wanted to scream at this woman and berate her for being so selfish and stupid, 

 but as her weeping continued, my heart went out to her.   

I had heard her story from the beginning 

 and what was most painfully clear was she had never intended to hurt anyone. 

She had been consumed by a loneliness so intense she had wanted to die. 

Her friend’s arms around her had saved her life. 

 

As I read this story of Peter today, my heart was filled with compassion for this broken man 

He was one of Jesus’ best friends, and counted himself the loyalist of the loyal. 

Years earlier when a number of Jesus’ disciples had left the fold  

 and Jesus had asked the 12 if they, too, wished to go,  

  it had been Peter who had said, “Lord, to whom shall we go?  You have the words of eternal life.” 

The week before, it was Peter who had been so sure of his place as subordinate to Jesus  

  that he had resisted Jesus’ attempt to wash his feet,  

 and then when Jesus explained how necessary this was, 

  was more than willing to let Jesus give him a bath. 

Earlier that evening when Jesus had told them he was going where they could not yet go, 

 Peter had responded, “Lord, why can I not follow you now?  I will lay down my life for you!” 

And looking at him with a mixture of love and pity, Jesus had said, 

 “Will you really lay down your life for me?   

 Very truly I tell you, before the cock crows, you will deny me 3 times.”    

But Peter didn’t believe a word of it, and as if to prove it,  

 he had taken up his sword and cut off a man’s ear in order to defend his Lord and Master. 

 

And then, in that courtyard, a cold fear had overtaken him. 

He had never, ever, intended to deny Jesus or betray him. 

But he had been consumed by a fear so intense he could do nothing but lie. 

Three years of being Jesus’ loyal follower were out the window 

 and in a few short minutes he had lied and denied and betrayed everything that he believed in. 

 



 

As a pastor I have received my share of confessions and the expressions of guilt and shame. 

But percentage wise, it’s relatively few of the people I know  

 who ever share their deepest, darkest secrets with me.   

My therapist friends, however, tell me that everyone has secrets,  

 and there are deep, dark places in all our hearts, where shame and guilt hide. 

Dealing with shame and guilt takes tons of time and enormous amounts of emotional energy 

 and so most of the time we don’t deal with them –  

  we simply repress them – hiding them from others and often even from ourselves. 

 

But then there are times when truth catches us out,  

 and shame and guilt are exposed and we can no longer pretend we’re okay –  

  when a husband finds out about an affair…. 

  when we find ourselves telling a flat out lie that it’s obvious no one believes…. 

 

What is so heartbreaking is that there was never any intention to hurt on Peter’s part. 

He did not set out to deny his Lord.   

On the contrary, he couldn’t have been more loyal. 

Until that night in the courtyard, when fear gripped his heart and he choked out lie after lie after lie. 

 

What is so heartbreaking is that there was never any intention to hurt on the part of the woman in my office. 

She did not set out to hurt her husband or destroy two families. 

On the contrary, the woman loved her husband, and never intended to leave him. 

 She had tried so hard to get him to understand her pain, her loneliness,  

  but no matter how many times and how many ways she had tried, he didn’t get it. 

 She couldn’t live with the unbearable pain; yet she couldn’t leave the man she loved. 

 So when the love of another man ended the pain and allowed her to stay in her marriage,  

  it was the answer she needed, a gift of grace. 

Until the day it came crashing down. 

 

The woman in my office was still sobbing.   

 I reached out and put my hands on hers, wet with the tears that had fallen on them.   

“What can I do?”  I asked her. 

In a strangled voice, she pleaded, “Forgive me”. 

Me, forgive her?  She hadn’t done anything to me.   

 She needed to ask forgiveness from her husband, from her lover, from his wife, from…from God.   

She wasn’t asking me to forgive her, she was asking God. 

I placed my hands on her head. 

 “I have heard your confession.   

 In obedience to the command of our Lord Jesus Christ, I forgive you all your sins.” 

 

Peter wept bitterly. 

And in his mind he pleaded over and over,  

 “Forgive me.  Forgive me.  Forgive me.  My Lord, please, forgive me!” 

He was wrapped up in the darkness of failure, sin, guilt and shame. 

And yet somewhere out there, he sensed an end to the darkness, as if the darkness itself were cocooned in light. 

And there was a distant echo of Jesus’ voice, too. 

 Jesus had known this would happen.  He had said it.   

  And after he had said it he had gone on to say, 

  “Don’t let your hearts be troubled.  Have faith.  I go to prepare a place for you.   

  I will come again and I will take you to myself, so that where I am you may be also.” 

 



In every one of our hearts there lies buried shame and guilt, loneliness and fear.   

Most of the time we pretend to the world, to ourselves, and even to God that they are not there;  

 but sometimes they rise up and overtake us,  

  and we are swept away on tides of overwhelming sorrow, grief, and pain. 

 

All of us are broken, and we spend much of our energy hiding our brokenness from one another.   

 

At our last Forward Leadership seminar we learned about Kintsugi,  

 a Japanese method for repairing broken ceramics with a special lacquer mixed with gold. 

The idea is not to disguise the cracks, but to literally illuminate them,  

 thereby embracing the flaws and imperfections and honoring the object’s history, 

 with the damage or breakage seen as simply events in the life of an object and not a reason to end its use. 

The process usually results in something more beautiful than the original.  

It symbolizes how when we accept the brokenness in our own lives,  

 there is poignancy and an aesthetic of existence that leads to a compassionate sensitivity to others. 

 

That night in the courtyard, Peter could not have been more broken. 

But we learn later in the story that things turned out okay for Peter.   

 In fact, after a long and powerful ministry that changed the world,  

  he went on to do what he once promised to do:  give up his life for his Lord. 

 

That day in my office, that woman could not have been more broken. 

Although I don’t know how things are on the inside, at least from the outside, she seems okay now. 

 Both families stayed together; the kids seem to have turned out well;  

  she has done much good in her profession. 

 Most telling of all, she lives and breathes grace.   

 

We, too, are broken.  And we want terribly to hide our brokenness from the world and even from ourselves. 

 

But even as we lie broken and weeping,  

 Jesus is near, knowing us inside and out, 

  and no matter what we’ve done, loving us to the end.   

 Jesus is the gold that fixes our brokenness,  

  not so we may be perfect, but so that our flaws can be repaired, redeemed, and yes, even made beautiful. 

 

Shame, guilt, grief, and pain.  All such brokenness is part of the human experience. 

But flowing like molten gold, mending the cracks, repairing the brokenness, is the other, better part:   

 grace.  Amen 


